FEET OF CLAY

rows of decorations and his blue Spahi cap., which had been perfectly
preserved in mothballs. The tunic was a bit tight,, and Gabriel had the
impression that even his head had grown larger, for the cap was tight
too.

Then he packed up his personal belongings, adding to them a few
relics of Jacqueline and Frangois.

It was evening.

For the last time, preceded by the dim light of a lamp carried by old
Florent, he went through the huge rooms, peopled with noblemen who
seemed to have been embedded, standing, in the mortar of the walls.
He moved forward beneath the high ceilings with their little golden
roses like stars in the firmament of night, went by suits of armour hold-
ing dusty standards in their gauntlets, and chimney-pieces opening
huge stone jaws among the shadows as if to engulf the passer-by within
the earth.

The car was waiting for him in the courtyard, the last car Jacqueline
had given Gabriel, the only thing that remained to him from his
marriage, which he was going to sell before sailing.

"Good luck, Monsieur le Comte," said Laverdure, his head turned
a little aside to hide his emotion.

"Thank you, Laverdure. I'll write to you/' replied Gabriel pressing
the old huntsman's hand.

And he went off to sink his life, like a watercourse, in the desert sands.
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